*HahF she answered softly, smiling. It was assent and
echo.
They sat down upon the silvery mats about a low table
facing the garden. There was no decoration in this room
either, except for latticed screens and a scroll in a recess
and a long low dish of narcissus in flower beneath it. The
air was cool and fresh and the whole atmosphere light and
quietly gay. A rosy young girl came in with a tray of
bowls. No one spoke to her. She set a bowl before each
of them and went away. As soon as she had gone Bunji
burst into such laughter that his parents smiled.
'That is my sister/ he cried. 'She is shy and she won't
eat with us to-day. But she will get over it.'
'Shall I speak to your sister?' I-wan asked, smiling. 'Is
it your custom?' To be courteous, he had not looked
at the young girl.
Madame Muraki in her soft voice spoke a few words
I-wan could not understand. Bunji translated, 'My
mother says, "Wait until afterwards. She will come in
again." Her name is Tama.'
But she did not come again. Bunji laughed again when
a maid brought in the next course of fish.
'Tama knew we would tell you who she was, so she
doesn't come in again/
They laughed together then, and I-wan suddenly felt at
peace. He would stop thinking. There was nothing to
remember. The air in this house was clean and pure, and
the light poured in everywhere, and the unpainted polished
woods gave off that delicacy of fragrance in every room.*
It was all open and clean and everybody laughed easily
as though they were untroubled.
'Can you eat our poor food?' Madame Muraki asked
him,
*I like everything,' I-wan said. Then he blushed
because he had spoken, perhaps, too warmly.
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